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a trip on the Mazurian Lakes the "Uberpresidium."1 at Konigs-
berg appointed a Prussian officer to escort me to the show-
places, which in my capacity of journalist they hoped I would
write up. About thirty miles from Konigsberg on the Baltic
coast was an exquisite summer resort amid woods of silver
birch carpeted with wild lilies of the valley. It sloped pre-
cipitously to a sandy beach that was strewn with amber.
Russians said that it resembled the Crimea.
The mark was falling recklessly. From day to day, from
hour to hour it varied. With the consent of the " Uber-
presidium " I was able to buy a land " lot," and by the time the
lawyer had drawn up the necessary document I had gained
half the purchase price ! It was a beautiful piece of land high
up on the cliff, out of sight of all other houses, and through the
silver stems of a birchwood one beheld the sea. There was
almost a Russian fairy-tale atmosphere about it. I .set about
making plans to build a modern house. A young Konigsberg
architect, a Bait (that is to say a kind of "hermaphrodite"
Russian and Prussian too), who was ambitious and imaginative,
and whose first house it was going to be, threw himself
into the project with an enthusiasm that was hardly outdone
by my own. It was going to be a kind of Russian ballet
house!
I thought that this place, situated half-way between London
and Moscow would solve my problem; I would (I planned) as
easily drop into Moscow as into London. Family ties drew me
to the one, but the other I regarded as my spiritual home. In
Moscow my children would assimilate modern ideas and modern
art. In this pacifist atmosphere Dick would grow up to be a
citizen of the world with a duty to humanity. He would not
be encumbered by a nationalistic patriotism that was likely
to laud him in a battlefield grave. We would, I argued to
myself, gain all the advantages that Russia could give us, but
because it is human to desire to own something, we would have
to own it outside the Russian frontier.
The place I had chosen was not the most accessible place
for a New York World correspondent's headquarters.   I knew
however that my journalistic work was transient, and I looked
1 Local government.

